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She seems inspir'd, and herself can inspire;              150
How then (if malice ruPd not all the fair)
Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear?
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense
Nor is't a sanction for impertinence.
Sempronia lik'd her man, and well she might,         155
The youth in person, and in parts was bright;
Possesst of every virtue, grace, and art,
That claims just empire o'er the female heart
He met her passion, all her sighs return'd,
And, in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd:            160
Large his possessions, and beyond her own;
Their bliss the theme, and envy of the town.
The day was fixt; when with one acre more
In stept, deform'd, debaucht, diseased threescore.
The fatal sequel I, thro' shame forbear.                   165
O pride and atfrice who can cure the Fair?
Man's rich with little, were his judgment true;
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few;
Those few wants answer'd bring sincere delights,
But fools create themselves new appetites.                170
Fancy, and Pride seek things at vast expence,
Which relish nor to reason, nor to sense,
When surfeit, or unthankfulness destroys,
In nature's narrow sphere, our solid joys,
Infancy's airy land of noise, and show,                    175
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures grow;
Like Cats in air-pumps, to subsist we strive,
On joys too thin to keep the soul alive.
Lemira's sick, make haste, the Doctor call:
He comes; but where's his Patient? at the Ball.        180
The Doctor stares; her Woman curt'sies low,